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Through 
Their Eyes

There’s always that one plate of food that
brings back memories of home. For me,
it’s Amamchi’s appam and stew. 

The moment I see those soft, fluffy
appams next to a bowl of warm, creamy
stew, I’m not just thinking about food. I’m
thinking about Kerala, family and all those
moments spent around the dining table. 

Every time I reach Kottayam, I already
know what is waiting for me. Appam. 

There’s this feeling of anticipation that all
of us cousins share. It doesn’t matter
who is arriving or what day it is —
somehow, there’s always appam. The
moment we hear someone is coming
over, we already know what will probably
be served for breakfast. And when we
finally sit around the dining table, I realise
it isn't just about eating. 

It’s the excitement of sitting together,
waiting for the first batch to come out
and watching everyone reach for their
favourite pieces. There’s always someone
asking for “just one more,” someone
trying to get the softest and crispiest
appam, and someone reminding
everyone to leave some for the rest of us. 

Maybe that’s why appam and stew taste
different in Kerala. It isn't just the recipe
or the taste. It’s the place, the people,
the conversations and the memories
that come with it. 

Somehow, one plate of food can make a
whole house feel like home. 

A Plate That Tastes Like Home

Suzanne Matson,
Editorial Board | Grade IX

Why Amamchi’s appam and stew never
taste quite the same anywhere else.

Grandma Doesn’t
Take Shortcuts
One fish curry. Four traditions. 

MUD POT
For slow, even cooking.

SILBATTA
Coconut, chillies, ginger, garlic & spices are ground the
traditional way.

FRESH MASALA
Instead of ready-made powdered masalas. 

RED RICE
The way the family serves the curry. 

Some family recipes aren't only passed down through
ingredients. They're passed down through the way they're made. 

Yashika Pandey, Grade VI

Whenever my mom starts making rasam or
sambar, the smell of curry leaves fills the
house. That one smell instantly reminds me
of my grandmother and our native place.
Even though we live in a completely
different house now, the taste and aroma
are exactly the same. It feels like our
family's history is hidden inside our spice
box. 

A lot has changed around me. We order
burgers, pizzas and takeaway, and
sometimes eat quickly while watching TV or
our phones. But when my mother or
grandmother cooks, it feels different. A
simple bowl of rasam rice doesn't just
taste like food. It tastes like home. 

Hidden in the
Spice Box

Mithraa M,
Grade VI

Sometimes, one
familiar smell can
take you home. 

A note to self. 
Next time I look at my plate
and think, “Same food again?” 
Remember how many hands it
took to get there. 

Someone grew the ingredients. 
Someone transported them. 
Someone bought them. 
Someone washed them. 
Someone cooked them. 

Someone made sure dinner
was warm and ready when I
was hungry. I may never know
all those people. But I can
remember not to take their
effort for granted. The food
may look ordinary. The
journey to my plate isn’t.

Nalina S, Grade VIII

BEFORE YOU SAY, 
“SAME FOOD AGAIN…” 

I hope you still make pasta -
the simple kind, with garlic,
vegetables and lots of cheese. 

Remember the music, the
laughter and everyone
cooking together. It was never
really about getting the recipe
right. It was about the people
around you. 

When life gets busy, slow
down. Make some pasta. Put
on your favourite music. And if
you've forgotten the recipe? 
Just add extra cheese.

Ahaan Kausshik,
Grade VIII

Dear Future Me,

Some days, my mind feels like a
giant knot of thread after a long
day at school. But one spoonful

of my grandma’s rasam
somehow untangles it all -

bringing comfort, memories and
a little bit of home back with it.

Suwasthika , Grade VIII

Shanya Singhal,
Grade IV

Coming Up Next November 2026: The Movement Edition
Sport. Strength. Screens. Steps. Winning. Losing. Starting again. How we move
is changing. What does movement mean to you?

Got a story? We want to hear it:
studentdesk@thevoicesbeyond.com
Include your name, photograph, grade & school.

Moukthika Bella,
Editorial Board | Grade IX

We usually notice what’s on a plate - the rice,
the vegetables, the little something sweet on
the side. We notice what we like, what we
don’t, and what we wish there was more of. 

But recently, I realised something: every
plate has a shadow too. Behind it is
someone who woke up early to cook.
Someone who remembered exactly how
much salt you like. Someone who tasted the
food, added a little something, tasted it again
and finally said, “Okay, now it’s perfect.” 

It’s in the little things too - your favourite
piece quietly kept aside, an extra helping
because you looked hungry, a dish made
again because you said, “I liked it yesterday.” 

None of these things make it into a recipe.
But maybe they’re the reason food can feel
so much like home. 

Every Plate Has a Shadow 
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Hot momos on a chilly evening,
shared with friends or family, are
more than just a meal. They’re a

comforting little experience I look
forward to every single time. 

Shiva Mathur, Grade VIII





Through 
Their Eyes

Sanskar Baranwal, 
Grade V

Aradhya Singh, Grade VIII

Adya Gupta, Grade 7

When Mumma first taught me to
make aloo parathas, mine wasn’t
round at all! She just smiled and

told me to try again. As we cooked,
we talked about school, family and

stories from her childhood. 

I thought she was teaching me a
recipe. I later realised she was also

teaching me patience, tradition
and the joy of making something

together. Even today, an aloo
paratha tastes a little like home. 

Mom switched off the TV at 
dinner today. I realised that when we
stop scrolling, we don’t just taste the
food better. We notice the moments

around it too 

This Much. And a Little More.

Diya Shyam,
Grade VIII

My mom is the best cook I have ever known.
I know everybody says this because it is
their mom, but in my case, I speak the truth.

Somehow, when she cooks, everything turns
out just right. The taste, the smell, even the
little things she adds without measuring.
She just seems to know. And of everything
she makes, there is one dish I can never get
tired of: her biryani. For me, biryani isn't just
rice, meat, spices and onions. It is the sound
of my mom cooking in the kitchen. It is the
smell slowly filling the house and reaching
my room before she even calls me for lunch.
It is lifting the lid and watching the steam
escape, already knowing exactly what is
waiting underneath. me really tastes like. 

I've eaten biryani at restaurants, of course.
Some of it has been really good. But
somehow, it never tastes like hers. 

Maybe that is what food really means. A
recipe can tell you how much milk to
add. It can't tell you how many
memories belong in a spoonful.

Years from now, I might forget the exact
measurements. I might even forget what the
kitchen looked like. But I don't think I will
forget what it felt like to sit at that table,
surrounded by the people I love, enjoying
these ordinary moments before they quietly
become memories. 

Some foods fill your stomach. Some foods
fill a place inside you that nothing else can
reach. Well, ice cream does both!

Home, by the Scoop

One of my favourite traditional dishes is
tamarind rice. I love its tangy taste, of course,
but I think I enjoy it even more because of
everything that comes with it - sitting together
with my family, sharing a meal and enjoying
something that has been familiar to us for
years. It made me realise that food can be
much more than something we eat when we're
hungry. Sometimes, what we love about a dish
is also who we eat it with and the memories
that grow around it.

Every family and community has foods like this.
Recipes and cooking methods are passed from
one generation to another - sometimes written
down, and sometimes simply learnt by
watching someone in the kitchen. That is why
certain dishes appear again and again at
festivals, weddings and family gatherings. We
don't make them only because they taste good.
We make them because “this is what we always
make.” And behind that simple sentence could
be a tradition that has travelled through
generations. 

When families cook and eat together, they pass
on more than recipes. They share stories,
memories and little pieces of where they come
from. For me, that connection can be found in
something as simple as tamarind rice shared
with my family. Because sometimes, a plate
holds much more than food. 

More Than Tamarind Rice

Jhari Sanvitha Rayasam,
Grade VIII

Some dishes carry much more than flavour.

Grandma used a grinding
stone. Mom uses a mixer.
The kitchen changed - the
Paneer Butter Masala and
the love didn’t. Yes, I love Lay’s. Yes, the packet practically

calls my name. And yes, I’ll probably eat the
chips anyway. 

But first: turn the packet around. What else is
in there besides potatoes? How much salt?
How much fat? What are all those ingredients I
usually ignore? So, new rule for me - READ
THE LABEL. THEN CRUNCH. 

NOTE TO SELF: BEFORE YOU RIP
OPEN THE LAY’S… 

Niralya, Grade VI 
I made my first dish when I was in UKG. I
wasn't tall enough to reach the kitchen slab,
so I stood on a stool - and since I still couldn't
reach the cabinet, I appointed my mother as
my official helper! 

Together, we chopped onions, carrots and
chilli, roasted peanuts and mixed everything
with cornflakes, chaat masala, lemon juice and
coriander. My hands were too small to
manage the bowl, so I used two spoons - with
plenty of spilling along the way.

Then came the big moment. Papa took one
bite and said, “Shabaash! This is the best
chaat I have ever had.” My sister whispered,
“Make it again and again.” I still have the
photograph from that day. And somehow, my
first cornflakes chaat still makes me smile. 

My First Recipe

Shambhavi Sharan,
Grade VIII

One stool. Two spoons. A very important
kitchen assistant. 

There are some foods you eat because
you are hungry. And then there are
foods you eat because they feel like
home. For me, it is ice cream! I have
eaten it on ordinary afternoons, on days
when I came home tired from school,
during celebrations, and even on days
when nobody really felt like celebrating.
Somehow, it always tasted different and
yet exactly the same. 

I remember watching my mother make
it. The kitchen would slowly fill with
people who claimed they were there to
“help”, but really, we were just waiting to
sneak in a bite when she wasn't looking.
I was certainly there to dash away with
the biggest bowl I could get my hands
on. What makes it special isn't really the
ingredients. It is everything that can
never be written into a recipe - the
conversations in the kitchen, the
arguments that somehow disappeared
once the ice cream was ready, the extra
serving pushed into my bowl because
someone suddenly “didn't like ice
cream”, and a familiar voice saying,
“Stop eating so much, you're such a
glutton.” 

Irene Mary Sunil,
Grade XI
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Maybe the secret is her recipe. The problem is,
I'm not entirely sure she has one. When I watch
her cook, there are no perfectly measured
teaspoons or carefully weighed ingredients.
Instead, there is a lot of “this much,” “a little
more” and “that's enough.” 

How does she know? I have no idea. One day, I'd
like to learn to make her biryani myself. I
imagine writing everything down properly —
exactly how much of each spice, what goes in
first and what comes next. 

Maybe, after enough attempts, I could get it
right. But I'm beginning to think I never will.
Because perhaps what makes my mother's
biryani special isn't something that can be
written into a recipe. It's the familiar smell
coming from the kitchen, the excitement of
knowing what's for lunch, and most of all,
knowing exactly who is making it. Maybe that's
what home really tastes like. 



I have eaten the same food on different days
and wondered how it could feel so different. 

When I sit alone, eating becomes almost
mechanical. I eat because I am hungry. A few
minutes pass, the plate becomes empty,
and the moment disappears without leaving
much behind. But put the same food in front
of me with my friends, and suddenly it
becomes something else.
 
The food gets interrupted by conversations
that make no sense, jokes that would sound
ridiculous to anyone outside the group,
arguments over the smallest things, and
laughter that makes eating nearly
impossible. Someone steals a fry without
asking. Someone says they aren't hungry
and then eats from everyone else's plate.
And somehow, lunch is over before we
realise it. 

Nobody remembers exactly what they
ate, yet everyone remembers how it felt to
be there. 

Perhaps that is what makes eating together
so special. We may think we are meeting for
lunch or sitting down because we are
hungry, but often the food is only the
beginning. The plate becomes an excuse to
stay together a little longer. 

So many memories are built this way —
around birthday cakes, family dinners,
school lunch breaks, roadside stops and
snacks shared between friends. Sometimes
it isn't the food we remember at all. It is the
people who were there when we ate it. 

Years from now, I probably won't remember
what I ate on an ordinary school afternoon,
whether the sandwich was good or whether
the drink was cold. 

But I might remember the person sitting
opposite me, laughing so hard they couldn't
speak. I might remember the ridiculous
conversation. I might remember how, for a
few minutes, nobody was worried about the
next class, the next exam or tomorrow. 

Maybe this is what lies beyond the plate. 
Food fills the stomach. But sometimes, the
people around it fill a moment of our lives
so completely that we carry it long after
the food is gone. 

Perhaps It Was Never
About the Food 

Shivashankar,
Grade XI

At every family potluck, there’s one thing
everyone waits for - Grandma’s mango
pickle. 

The jar arrives. Everyone gathers. 
And very quickly, the pickle disappears. 
Then comes the real problem - Who
gets the last piece? 

We’ve all tried recreating her recipe.
Same mangoes. Same spices. But
somehow, it never tastes quite the same. 
Maybe Grandma has a secret ingredient.
Or maybe some recipes just belong to
the person who makes them.

Who Gets The Last Piece?

Medhansh Rai,
Grade VIII

Through 
Their Eyes

Forget the rain. My Dadi’s kitchen was
where all the fun was happening. 

I was her official assistant. My job began
with slicing red onions, which made my
eyes water like crazy. Dadi would just laugh
and tell me that crying made my eyesight
sharper! 

My favourite part was taking ajwain and
coriander seeds and rubbing them hard
between my palms. They smelled so good
and woody before I dropped them into the
bowl of besan. Then came the pakoras.
Dadi would drop the messy onion batter
into the super-hot oil using just her fingers.
The moment they turned golden brown, I
had to hand her the big

metal strainer spoon. Of course, I always
tried to steal one early. She would playfully
smack my hand away - only to blow on a
crispy one a little later and feed it to me
and my sister anyway. 

We would sit by the window eating our hot
pyaaz ke pakode while the rain banged
against the glass. 

Now that I live far away, rain feels a little
different. Because every time it rains,
somewhere in my head, I’m back in
Dadi’s kitchen. 

When It Rains, I Think of Pakodas

Kyra Rajnish
Grade VII

I know Kadai Paneer is just a dish, but for me,
it feels like family. 

The moment I smell my mother cooking it, I
know there’s a meal I’m going to love waiting

at the table. Maybe that’s why it’s my
favourite- it comes with spice, flavour,

conversations, laughter and memories all
mixed together. 

Lakshit Mishra, Grade VIII

THE KULCHA CASE 

Manvik Sethi,
Editorial Board |
Grade XI

FIR No. 420
Kulcha-In-Textbook/2026 

Every night, one chapati is kept inside a
small box. I used to think it was just
another chapati. 

One night, I asked Amma, “Why do you
keep it?” She smiled and said, “It’s for Papa.
He will come home late.” I looked at the
chapati and wondered. It was warm when
Amma made it. Now it was quietly waiting.
Can food wait for someone? 

When Papa came home, he ate it and
smiled. I felt happy. It was made with
Amma’s hands and kept for Papa with love.
Maybe food can say things that we
cannot say. 

The Food That Waits

Sai Sagan,
Grade I
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